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DOCTOR DECEMBER 


Doctor December is my dad’s best friend. 


As an orphan, he was named by the doctor that found him 
when he was left on front steps of the ER on Christmas Day. 


That doctor was my dad’s dad. And five years after he 
found him a good home, he found him his best friend...my 
dad. 


Apparently everyone knows this older man’s story... 
everyone except this younger woman. 


The first time I’m told it it brings a tear to my eye, but it’s 
not the first time he’s made me feel something deeply. 
He’s been my ultimate male fantasy since | was old enough 
to have one. And when | visit his doctor’s office, due to the 
juvenile behavior of a boy my own age, | see the way he 
looks deep into my eyes and how easily | get lost in his. And 
| Know immediately I’ve found a real man...my man. 


But will my dad’s best friend still be his best friend if he 
tells him about the plans he has for his best friend’s 
daughter this May? Or will my dad cut this dashing 
doctor, or even both of us, out of his life forever even 
though that’s exactly what | want with my dad’s best 
friend...a life together forever. 


*Doctor December is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Declan 


“Let’s take a look,” | say as | look into her eyes. They’re 
normally so carefree and full of youthful exuberance, but not 
today. And it makes me want to physically punish the 
person who did this to her. 


The Hippocratic Oath I’ve sworn to uphold says to “do no 
harm.” But if the reckless boy who did this to her today was 
here in my office being a real man or at least attempting to 
make right what he did wrong, I’m not sure how well I’d be 
able to control myself...if at all. 


Apparently some boy her age ran into her and tackled her as 
she was standing by the side of a swimming pool minding 
her own business at an end of summer pool party. Her ankle 
caught the lip at the edge of the pool and it twisted pretty 
good...!| can see by the bruising and the swelling, but I’m 
hoping it’s not broken. 


But brake is exactly what I’d like to do to that boy right now, 
as in bend him over my knee and break him in half as | 
teach him how a real man acts around a woman. 


Especially one this beautiful and this perfect. 


She bends her knee from her position on the medical 
examination table towards me as | sit on my doctor’s stool. 
She came in hobbling, her arm wrapped around her dad’s 
neck. Her dad. My best friend. 


But as he sits in the waiting room reading one of my sports 
magazines | can only wonder how come | haven’t gone by 
their house more often this past year. 


I’ve been buried in work, but | should of had other parts of 
me buried in her. 


Like my face in-between that chest of hers which is a lot 
fuller than | remember. 


And my tongue in her mouth, exploring her as we kiss 
deeply and passionately. 


And this raging erection that I’m doing a terrible job of 
concealing inside her...for what surely must be the first time. 


| Know how her dad raised her and I’m surprised he even let 
her go to a pool party where there were minors drinking. 
There’s no way he would have known, but | know she wasn’t 
drinking anyways. | didn’t smell it on her and she’s 
completely alert. 


She’s a good girl, but oh boy do I want to do some things to 
her that are oh so bad. 


| reach for her ankle and the moment my hands touch her 
skin | feel a shock run through me, traveling up my arm and 
then throughout my entire body. | feel static electricity in 
my hair and I know it’s standing up now. My arms are 
covered in goose bumps. Surely she can see. 


Surely she knows what she’s doing to me. 


This is the part where I’d excuse myself and try and calm 
down, but I don’t have a nurse in the office today. 


This is the weekend and it was a special circumstance. lI’d 
do anything for my best friend and his family, but right now 
all | can think about is how I’d do anything for her. 


| just stare at her ankle for a second knowing it’s still 
beautiful underneath all that bruising and swelling and 
knowing I’m going to make this right. I’m going to fix it and 
get her back out there running around and doing things with 
her girlfriends again. 


Fix her up so she can put weight on that leg so she can go 
on a walk with me in the park, or out by the lake, or even 
around town as we share an afternoon together. 


What’s gotten into me? 


I’m already planning out our first date and she doesn’t even 
know how | feel about her. And I should shelve these 
thoughts, but I just can’t. 


| know if she took my stethoscope and put it to my chest 
right now she’d hear a pace that was so fast and so strong it 
would probably send her running in the other direction... 
twisted ankle and all. 


And oh how tempted | am to use my stethoscope on her. To 
Slide it down her white top that has the third button 
unbuttoned. The one that’s wet from where her swimsuit is 
making contact with it. She must have just thrown it on 
quickly before she rushed over here to meet me. 


Her hair is still wet and | wonder if that’s the only thing. 
Damn how | would like to slide right into her moist opening 


and fill her so full of my seed that she’d be back here ina 
week taking a pregnancy test. 


How she’s so perfect and those eyes are so full of life...and 
how I'd like to put a life of our own inside her. 


| carefully move her ankle in my hands checking it for any 
breaks. It feels perfect, just like she is, but I’m going to take 
a quick X-Ray just in case. 


I’m not taking any chances with her. | want her to heal back 
just the way she was. And l'm going to watch over her 
treatment carefully. I’m going to make sure she’s not 
putting any weight on it, preferably just lying on my couch 
curled up in my arms as we watch movies and | feed her 
popcorn as | stroke that beautiful hair of hers. 


And long before the movie is over, because there’s no way 
my desire for her will allow me to feel her body pressed 
against mine for ninety minutes without doing something 
about it, l'II scoop her up in my arms and carry her to my 
bedroom and l'Il examine every single inch of her body... 
with my tongue. 


l'II take my time too, making us both wait before | enter her 
and make her mine. | know I'd be the first. | can tell by her 
mannerisms and her truly good girl ways. 


This girl has never been touched. Maybe she’s never even 
been kissed. 


And | want to be the first, and | will. 


But right now | need to will myself through the rest of this 
examination before | do something | shouldn't. 


As much as I want her | don’t want to scare her and send her 
running in the other direction. 


But the other direction is where | need to go right now as | 
feel myself starting to struggle to catch my breath. 


“Let me get something that will help you these next few 
days,” | say standing up and carefully placing her foot on 
the doctor’s stool where | was. The moment | release her 
foot | feel that void, the loss of our skin to skin contact and 
damn do I want it back. 


But right now what I want even more is not to make a fool 
out of myself and I’m damn close to doing that. 


| step inside the other room where | keep the crutches, but 
right now I’m the one that needs them to stay upright. 


| put my right hand on the wall and lean into it, my forehead 
making contact as | take a few deep breaths. 


I’ve treated people for panic attacks, anxiety, and the likes 
before. They’re serious conditions, but never in my wildest 
dreams did I think I’d ever experience one. 


And that’s because | never expected I’d experience someone 
like her. 


Someone so inexperienced, yet so ready. Ready for me and 
me alone. 


And if her dad wasn’t in that other room, and the two of us 
were truly alone...| couldn’t be held responsible for my 
actions. 


That’s how much I need her. How much | have to have her. 


And I will. She will be mine. 


CHAPTER 2 


Bella 


Surely Doctor December saw the way | was breathing heavy, 
my chest heaving up and down. 


And | know he felt me jump just a little at his touch...the 
way he took my ankle in his big strong hands and then 
checked me to make sure | was okay. 


As a doctor he’s basically a modern day hero. And as my 
doctor he’s my hero. 


But | want him to be more than just a hero. | want him to be 
my everything. 


And | want him to be my first. 


I’ve had a crush on him since | was seventeen. He is the first 
guy I’ve ever had feelings for. 


At first | thought maybe it was strange that | was feeling this 
way towards an older guy...a much older guy. But boys my 
age are just so immature and | just can’t relate to any of 
them. | mean the reason I’m here today is because of some 
juvenile boys behavior. 


How can | be attracted to that kind of “guy” when they’re 
not even smart enough and careful enough not to hurt me? 
And not just break my heart with their childish ways of 
trying to bed as many girls as they can, but physically harm 
me...as the one today did. 


| hear the stories about other girls in school, especially the 
ones who are popular on Instagram and the boys who are 
popular in sports. | feel like it’s some sort of Greek orgy from 
hundreds of years ago the way | hear about these kids 
hooking up with each other all the time. It wouldn’t even 
surprise me if that’s what they were doing now. 


The parents of the girl who hosted the pool party weren’t 
even there. And how did they get all that alcohol? | found it 
interesting for a second just to experience something like 
that, to see what it looked like, but | sure wanted to go after 
being there about fifteen minutes. 


And my secret wish was for Doctor December to come save 
me. To come in there on a white horse in his doctor’s smock 
and scoop me up and ride right out of there. Better yet to 
fly out of there. Make the horse a pure white one, like 
Pegasus. 


Pure to match me because I’ve been saving my purity for the 
right man, and the crush I’ve had on Doctor December for 
two years now is Officially more than a crush. 


Now that I’ve felt his touch. Felt the way he takes my breath 
away. And saw the way he was looking at me. 


There was something primal in that look. He seemed feral... 
hungry. It was like he wanted to touch a lot more than just 
my ankle while I was on that table. 


And | would have let him too, if it wasn’t for my dad being 
just in the other room. 


And as Doctor December is in the opposite room now my 
mind drifts to all the positions he can put me in on this 


table, and how I'd have to control my moans of ecstasy so 
my dad didn’t come breaking into the room and find out 
what we were doing. 


And speaking of finding out, | found out some incredibly 
heartbreaking information about Doctor December on the 
drive over. 


My dad told me how he got his name. How my dad’s dad, 
who was also a doctor, was working the ER on Christmas day 
because he was low on the totem pole, and because his wife 
was also due to go into labor any day he wanted to be the 
one to do the delivery. Plus he knew he was going to take a 
lot of time off when my dad was born because he wanted to 
be there for his wife. 


So there my grandpa was, on a quiet Christmas Day reading 
the newspaper waiting for someone to come barging in after 
a Christmas tree caught fire or something. But what 
happens instead? 


An older model car in bad condition pulls up and before he 
knows what’s happening some lady jumps out of the driver’s 
seat and drops something off by the door before knocking 
hard three times and then running back to her car and 
pulling out of the lot like a bat out of hell. 


And these were the days before all the surveillance cameras 
and things like that so she was just gone for good. 


But what was very much there, and what definitely wasn’t 
good, was what was inside the picnic basket she left. 


It wasn’t good in the fact that it was the way she decided to 
treat a human life, one that was likely her own flesh and 
blood. But what was good was that my grandpa was 


working and he got to work right away on finding Doctor 
December a home. 


But this was before Doctor December got his name. At the 
time he was just John Doe. 


“What are we gonna call you?” my grandpa said as he 
wrapped him in a blanket and waited for the police to arrive. 


“Declan,” he said, knowing that Declan was an Irish name 
that meant “man of prayer” or “full of goodness.” “Declan 
because I’m going to make sure your prayers for finding a 
good family are answered because | can see that you’re full 
of goodness,” he said to him that fateful Christmas Day. 


And when it came time to put his name down officially, he 
wrote Declan December, because we found him on that cold 
December morning. 


And five years later when my dad started kindergarten my 
grandpa asked him to see the list of children in his class. 
The second he saw that name on the list he got goose 
bumps. 


“Declan December. Did you meet him today?” he asked my 
five-year-old dad. 


He shook his head. 


“That boy’s a miracle. | want you to go up to him tomorrow 
and introduce yourself.” 


“But dad, he’s kind of weird, and really shy.” 


“He’s been through a lot already, more than anyone his age, 
or any age, ever should have to go through. And | know if 


that boy just gets a friend he’ll go through brick walls for 
him. You might want to be that friend, son,” my grandpa 
said. 

My dad introduced himself and the rest is history. 

They ate lunch together. They played kickball and four 
square together. They sat next to each other in class. They 
were inseparable, best buddies. 

An amazing man with an amazing story no doubt. 


And I want nothing more than to be the next chapter, that 
final one that makes his life complete. 


How perfect an ending would that be for both of us? 

But probably not for my dad. I’m sure he would flip. 

But there’s something about Doctor December, Declan, that 
flips a switch on inside me that | can’t flip off...nor would | 
ever want to try. 

Because he’s around and that switch inside me flips on, 
making me feel alive...it makes me think of how much | want 


a life with him. 


And that’s all that matters. Him. Us. Forever. 


CHAPTER 3 


Declan 


| shut the door to my office as Brandon, Bella’s dad, and 
Bella drive off. 


Brandon and | helped Bella to her dad’s car and then 
Brandon asked me if | was going home too. | told him no, 
that | needed to finish up a few things inside first. 


| didn’t tell him those things are my ability to focus so | can 
operate a motor vehicle without crashing. 


My head is literally spinning right now. And Brandon offered 
me money for coming in on a weekend and helping his 
daughter. 


Is he kidding? | should be offering every cent | have to his 
name for what his family has done for me over the years... 
and that now includes bringing his daughter to see me. 


Damn! | sit down in the waiting room because | need to wait 
myself, in my own office but I’m not sure | can make it there. 
| need to wait out this throbbing need in between my legs. | 
told her to ice down her ankle, but she’s not the only one. | 
could use an ice bag on my groin right now so all the blood 
in my body would stop flowing there and | could focus, even 
if just for a second. 


Damn, it is possible to Novocain my own nuts? And nuts is 
how I’m feeling right now as in crazy about her. 


But | never use drugs of any kind and | hope she doesn’t 
either, especially not birth control when we’re together 
because | want to see that belly of hers get big when | fill 
her with my seed and make her pregnant with our first child. 


If | were to reason my way through these feelings that just 
hit me like a freight train, I’d tell myself that because I’m 
thirty-nine my body must be sending me signals that my 
window of opportunity to have a family is closing down. 


But | know that’s not the case, because when | woke up this 
morning that thought was the furthest from my mind. 


| love my job and | devote every hour I have to getting 
better at my craft, and fortunately all that work and time I’ve 
put in have made me one of the best doctors in the country 
and a lot of money to go along with it. 


But I’ve never been a man to spend it, just like I’ve never 
been a man to even so much as consider having a family 
even as a passing thought in a fleeting moment. 


No way. My family is all the kids I’ve patched up over the 
years. Helping improve their lives, fixing them when they’re 
broken...those are my rewards. And from time to time when 
| see some kid who is about to go to college on a sports 
scholarship | feel proud that those kids came to me unable 
to walk, or with a broken arm that was “impossible” to 
repair, or some other situation that required a modern 
medical miracle to get them back on their feet. 


And to see them walking and then performing at the highest 
level gives me the feeling of a proud papa. 


Or at least close enough, and what | always thought was 
more than enough. 


But not now. | want kids of my own, but only with her. | 
want our genes to mix and create the beautiful children | 
know we can create. 


But wow...where was Brandon keeping her locked up these 
last few years? 


| get out of the waiting room chair and get the clipboard that 
has her information on it. | didn’t have him fill in much but 
he did fill in the birthday while she was waiting. | do the 
quick math. She’s nineteen. 


When was the last time | saw her? 
| think back. Maybe her sweet sixteen birthday party? 


But she was still a kid then! What in the hell happened in 
just three short years? 


A lot, apparently. Like how her top now seem to stick out a 
lot more. 


A growl comes out of my mouth as | imagine those kids her 
age at that pool party. Surely I’m not the only one to notice 
how Bella is a young woman now. Those boys aren't blind. 
They see it too and that’s why that one tackled her into the 
pool. Juvenile flirting, or so he thought. 


Suddenly the pencil in my hand snaps. | didn’t even realize 
| had removed it from the clipboard and was tapping it 
against it until my fingers cracked it in half at the thought of 
someone else touching her, no matter how “innocent” it 
might be. 


But what am I going to do, beat up some nineteen-year-old 
kid? 


Hardly. 


I’m six foot four and two hundred and twenty pounds with 
nine percent body fat. | lift weights hard and heavy five 
days a week and when I'm not lifting I’m running, cycling, or 
anything else outdoors that gets the blood pumping. 


l'm a doctor and a community leader so it’s my job to seta 
good example for people today, especially for kids. 


Damn, there are those thoughts about kids again. | just 
can’t stop imagining what ours will look like. 


Her beautiful blue eyes and blonde hair mixed with my black 
hair and blue eyes. Talk about striking features. 


And at nineteen her body could have our child and bounce 
right back because she’s so young. We could have three or 
four before she’s even twenty-five and that’s exactly what | 
want. 

Her...in my house with our children. 

And she will be. 

And I’ve worked my ass off for years and saved nearly all of 
my money. | could retire at this point and live off the 
interest. 


That would allow me even more time at home with them. 


| shake my head. What in the hell am I thinking? They're 
barely a quarter of the way home by now and I’ve already 


got the whole rest of our lives together mapped out. 

This is insane! 

And you know what else is insane? 

Thinking I’m going to have make her mine when her father 
and his father are the ones who have done everything for 


me. 


But I’m just crazy enough to not only think I can, but figure 
out a way to make it happen. 


Because without her | would go absolutely insane...in the 
truest form of the word. 


And that’s not going to happen, because / wi// make her 
mine. 


CHAPTER 4 


Bella 


When Joshua tackled me into that pool | was so angry. 


But when my dad told me Declan would come into his office 
to see me suddenly my pain turned to anticipation. 


Yeah, | could feel my ankle swelling but it’s the body part of 
his that was swelling today that told me all | needed to 
know. 


When he held my foot in his hands and examined my ankle | 
had a clear line of sight right into his lap, and his white 
smock did little to hide what was going on in his groin. 


These last couple years my thoughts about him have gone 
from simple crush to something more. | wasn’t really sure 
what to call them, and | definitely didn’t want to share them 
with anyone else, but they were becoming more and more 
frequent and intense by the day. 


And after seeing how his body responded to the feel of my 
skin in his hands today | feel comfortable thinking of him as 
Declan, and not just Doctor December. If he’s finally going 
to have grown up thoughts about me then apparently he 
sees me as an adult, and as adults | should call him by his 
first name, even when I’m just thinking about him. 


Sometimes I’d even shoot baskets with my dad on the hoop 
attached above our garage thinking that one of those times 
he’d invite Declan over. | Know how much he likes 


basketball, but there was only so many times | could tell my 
dad that “H-O-R-S-E would be so much more fun with 
another player.” | guess he didn’t get the hint. 


But there were no hints in his doctor’s office today. 
Everything was very straightforward...very straight and very 
forward. 


Wow is he ever hung. | could see his rod poking through 
straight at me, long and hard and | wanted to get down off 
that table and help him with what was turning blue just like 
he was helping me with my ankle, which was also turning 
blue. 


And from the look on his face I’m not sure who was in more 
pain...me or him. Yeah, my ankle hurt but that huge 
erection he was trying, and failing, to hide must have been 
equally as painful. 


But the best part was he didn’t give me a prescription for 
painkillers. He’s not a doctor that likes to medicate. He 
believes you can learn more by listening to your body. 
That’s another reason why my dad likes him. He’s very 
natural in the way he goes about treating things. 


And his response to my body developing, even though a 
little late, was just as natural. And if he listens to the primal 
response which | clearly saw today then maybe my ultimate 
crush is going to become something much more real. 
Something lasting. 


How this can work with my dad? | have no idea. 


But | do have one idea right now and that’s the only one 
that matters. 


| pick up the piece of paper he gave me from his doctor’s 
pad today. It has his name and office address 
monogrammed at the top and it look so professional, 
successful, and adult. Basically unlike anything those boys | 
was surrounded by today are even remotely close to at this 
point in their lives. 


Sure, some of them will grow up to be successful and 
responsible men. But as a bit of an introvert and someone 
who spends plenty of time alone, | don’t have the time or 
desire to go through that phase of their life with them. Not 
to mention some won't grow up to be adults, especially 
today with “men” literally hiring video game coaches so 
they can “get rich” playing eSports. 


Are you kidding me? I'm all for pursuing your passions, but 
the idea of hanging out at huge video game conventions 
most weekends out of the year while sitting under 
fluorescent lights becoming completely deficient in Vitamin 
D doesn’t sound like a lifestyle that | want to be a part of. 
But | don’t need anything high-class or fancy either. 


Just being outside or taking a walk is plenty romantic for 
me...as long as I’m with the right man. Emphasis on the 
word “man”. 


And Declan is the man, the only man I’ve ever wanted. 


As | stare at that paper | see the time tomorrow I’m supposed 
to go back by his office to make sure my ankle is okay. 


And that’s the time he’s not going to have any more 
thoughts about whether I’m a girl or a young woman 
anymore. I’m going to make sure of it. 


CHAPTER 5 


Declan 
The next day 


| stare at the clock on the wall waiting for the big hand to hit 
twelve and the little hand to hit five. 


I’m on call twenty-four hours a day when my patients need 
me but | only keep office hours from eight in the morning 
until five in the evening. 


And she’s my last appointment of the day...because I’m 
ready to tell her it’s time for her to be first place in my life. 


| don’t want any distractions. No interruptions. Just the two 
of us. 


“Doctor, your five o’clock is here to see you,” my nurse 
Nancy says. 


“Can you send her in please? Thanks,” | say without even 
waiting for her to respond. I’m already getting ahead of 
myself. | need to slow down. 


| take a deep breath and blow it out and then repeat the 
process twice more. 


| watch as the doorknob turns slowly and | feel my heart rate 
pick up. 


| stand up and grab the door, remembering she’s on 
crutches and could probably use some help. 


Pull yourself together, Declan. 


The second the door opens | lose it. Everything | practiced... 
strong eye contact. Staying calm. Just being “dad’s buddy.” 


It’s all out the window. 


She’s got on a tight fire engine red dress that hugs her 
curves...all of them. And she’s got the ruby red lipstick to 
match. Her blonde hair is pulled back straight and tight, 
showing off her delicate jawline, her swan like neck, and her 
high cheekbones. 


And damn is her skin flawless. It’s a golden tone from the 
summer sun but so clear. She must eat a lot of green leafy 
vegetables and foods high in vitamin A like carrots and 
tomatoes because her skin is flawless. 

Correction...she’s flawless. Perfect. 

And I’ve perfectly wasted all my prep time when she sees 
that my eyes roam up and down her body before settling on 
her lips and then finding her eyes. 

“Hi Doctor December,” she says. 

“Bella,” | say moving closer to her. 

She uses the opportunity to immediately pull back one of 
her crutches as she throws her hand around my shoulder. 
“Much better,” she says. 


But | know my cock is much, much worse. 


“Having trouble with the crutches?” | ask as | help her onto 
the table, wondering exactly how I’m going to do that 
considering how tight that little dress of hers is. 


“They're great. Thank you,” she says. “Actually | was 
having more trouble wondering what | should call you.” 


| don’t say anything as I get her seated on the table, but she 
doesn’t move. She just stares up at me. 


| take the crutches and walk them to the corner of the room. 
“I was thinking Doctor December, but since I’m an adult now 
| was thinking maybe Declan would be more appropriate,” 


she says. 


Is she trying to torment me, because if not she’s doing an 
Academy Award winning performance of someone who is. 


“Declan is okay,” | say as | move back to her. 
“Great,” she says. 


“Can you move your legs to the side so | can take a look at 
that ankle.” 


She kind of slides on her butt a little but her legs don’t move 
at all, or her butt for that matter. 


“I'm kind of stuck. This leather is a bit grippy in the heat 
and my dress is also clinging to my skin with all the 
humidity. Can you give me a hand?” 


Fuck me. 


| look down at her waist and see the triangle shape that’s 
formed just above what | want so bad. The part of her that 
l'm so damn ready to claim for my own and slide my cock so 
far inside and fill her with my seed making our child. 


And she knows it. 
She has to know. 


| bring one hand down and my thumb finds the top of her 
thigh as my fingers find the side. | start to slide her around 
but | swear she’s putting pressure down and in the opposite 
direction. 


“Or two?” she says. 
“Come again?” 


“A hand or two,” she says. “To get me into position for your 
examination.” 


Okay, she’s officially trying to torment me. She came here 
to play the role of a tart and damn if it isn’t working to 
perfection. 


| was ready to tell her exactly what | felt and how everything 
was going to be from now on, but she decided she’d take 
control of the situation from the beginning and she sure did 
succeed. 


Scratch that...she is succeeding. Because | have yet to 
catch myself. My head’s still spinning and my cock isn’t 
even pointing straight out anymore. It’s pointing straight up 
as in the head has broken free of my boxer briefs and is 
pressing against my belly button. 


| bring my other hand down and grab the outside of her 
other thigh just as | did with the first. But this time she 
doesn’t fight me as | slide her sideways hearing that dress 
slide across the leather making me wish there was no fabric 
between her skin and mine and she wasn’t sliding across 
anything...but that she was bouncing up and down on my 
pole as she rode me right here in my office as | “examined” 
her face through half closed eyes as we climaxed 
simultaneously. 


“Let’s take a look at that ankle,” | say, but | don’t let go of 
her hips. 


| completely lose my professionalism when my hands slide 
down the outside of her thighs and then all the way to her 
calves as | lean back, my butt finding the edge of my 
doctor’s stool causing the wheels below to wobble before | 
rise up and situate myself. 


| literally almost fell off my chair...and | never took my hands 
off her. 


Before | can do anything she leans back on the table and 
places her hands down with her fingers pointing away, 
showing me the insides of her arms. This position gives her 
more leverage to lift her legs even higher putting her feet 
right in front of my face which also means | have a straight 
shot up her dress...if it wasn’t so tight. 


| look to the side and down and exhale through my mouth. 
“Everything okay?” she asks. 


| run my hand over her ankle as | bring my head back 
around examining her injury. 


“Excellent. Your body is incredible.” 

“Is it?” she says. 

“At healing itself so quickly,” | say. 

“Is that all?” she says. 

| can’t take this anymore. If she wants to come in here like 
some grown up Lolita tormenting her father’s best friend 
when she knows | want her bad well then she’s going to find 


out just how bad | do want her. 


| don’t have time for games, not that she’s playing one. But 
if she is it’s time for us both to put our cards on the table. 


“No, that’s not all,” | say as | stand up hovering over her. 
“Let me tell you what else.” 


CHAPTER 6 


Bella 


My chin tilts down as he stands closer to me, practically over 
the top of me. His dominance has me feeling so wet right 
here on his table that | know if | get up now there’s going to 
be a visible spot underneath me. 


| wanted to get a reaction out of him and boy did | ever. 


His hand comes up taking my chin in his forefinger and 
thumb and | feel their strength as he raises my chin so my 
eyes meet his gaze. I’m surprised that his hands are so 
rough. | feel calluses on his fingers and remember that 
being a doctor isn’t the only thing he does with his hands. 


He’s an outdoors kind of guy and judging by his physique he 
lifts a lot of weights, and likely heavy ones at that. The steel 
barbells with the grooves in the areas for his hands must cut 
up his grip. I’ve seen those big bars at the gym before and 
the men that lift them as | stood there in awe of the size and 
strength of a man who could bench press so much weight. 


He’s not just one of those men. He’s the mightiest of those 
men. Even through his smock | can see his barrel chest 
flexing less than a foot from my face before he opens his 
mouth to speak. 


“Everything about you is incredible. Everything | somehow 
missed when I blinked and you became an adult overnight. 
From the curve of your hip to the curve of your lower back. 
From the dimples in your cheeks that are somehow now 


gone to the two holes | see are now in your ears as you’re 
wearing earrings...something else | didn’t catch on to. But 
when you walked into my office yesterday | realized I’d 
missed a lot of things that had recently changed about you, 
but what’s even more important is that | knew that instant 
that | don’t want to miss a single thing about you ever 
again.” 


| breathe in deep through my nose at the seriousness of his 
comments and the way his eyes narrow when he speaks. 


“And that’s why I’m letting you know right now that you are 
mine. No ifs ands or buts about it. You’re my girl now. And 
if one of those boys your age, or anyone male or female for 
that matter, tries to so much as think that they can touch 
you or even look at you just a little to long then they have to 
answer to me. And it’s a two way street, just so we’re clear. 
I’m just as equally yours as you are mine.” 


“| want that,” | say. 


“Good,” he says and | feel his fingers put a light upward 
pressure on my jaw as! stand up on one foot balancing my 
other foot on his doctor’s stool as my hand grabs the side of 
his arm. 


“And | want you,” he says. “All of you and | can’t wait any 
longer.” 


He moves in closer to me as his head turns and he stops just 
short. 


| can feel the warmth of his skin and then his breath on mine 
as his lips part slightly and then mine do the same. 


Just as my eyes close | feel his lips come crashing into mine 
and | surrender, my body melting forward into his and all 
those fantasies I’ve had about him suddenly stop being 
fantasies and become true with one kiss. 


“Doctor December, | almost forgot my kid’s got piano less— 
oh!” 


His lips come off mine and he snarls at the nurse. 
“He was just testing my balance,” | say. 

“Of course,” the nurse says and she shuts the door. 
“Do you think she saw us?” 

“I don’t care. All | care about is you,” he says. 
“But what about my dad? She knows him.” 

“I know him too. He’s my best friend.” 


“I know and that’s what’s going to make this a lot more 
complicated.” 


“Hey! Making progress,” my dad says suddenly entering the 
room. | thought the nurse had closed the door, but 
apparently not. Either that or she was going to mention my 
dad was here after she told Declan about her child’s piano 
lesson. At least that’s what | think she was going to say 
when she caught our faces glued together. 


My dad freezes and | can see a look on his face like 
something is a little off between Declan and I. Like we just 
got caught doing something we shouldn’t but then | see the 


thought leave his face as he must realize there’s no way in 
the world that could happen. 


And | would have thought the same just over twenty-four 
hours ago, but now | know differently. 


Now | know exactly what Declan feels about me and 
suddenly everything makes sense to me. 


Except how I’m going to break the news to my dad. 
Or even if I’m going to break the news to my dad. 


“| was just telling her how her body is incredible...in its 
ability to heal,” Declan says, his eyes still on me. Finally he 
turns back to my dad. “She’s even able to balance just by 
putting her hand on my arm.” 


“That’s great,” my dad says. “But then again your arm is the 
size of a small tree trunk. Those forearms would make 
Popeye jealous.” 


| just smile. If only my dad knew how it makes me feel to 
have those gigantic forearms in my tiny little hands. How he 
makes me feel safe and protected. 


But will he be able to protect the both of us when my dad 
eventually finds out. 


Because if there’s one thing | know about my dad is that he 
likes to keep an eye on me...a very close eye. 


And apparently Declan does too. 


And Declan’s going to get an eyeful of a lot more of me real 
soon if | have anything to say about it. 


But the trick will be making sure my dad doesn’t see or hear 
about it. 


“So,” my dad says as he tries to cut the awkward silence. 


“So,” Declan says. “lIl see you tomorrow to see how you're 
coming along.” 


“Okay,” | say. “Same time.” 
“Same time and place,” he says. 


“I’m working late tomorrow,” my dad says. “So I won’t be 
able to pick you up.” 


| didn’t even know he was planning on picking me up right 
now. 


“I'll drop her off when we’re done.” 
“Are you Sure it’s no trouble?” 


“Positive. Plus she’ll be my last patient of the day so it will 
be as simple as closing up shop and giving her a ride home.’ 


“Sure you don’t mind?” 
“Positive,” Declan says. 


“Great. It’s all set then,” my dad says. 


“All set,” | say. But what I’m thinking is that now my first 
time is all set. 


Tomorrow | give Declan the special gift I’ve been saving my 
entire life...just for him. 


CHAPTER 7 


Declan 
The next day 
| feel like I’m having déja vu. 
Like I’m Billy Murray in Groundhog Day. 


| watch the clock waiting for her to walk through the door at 
any moment. 


But there is one big difference from yesterday. Nurse Nancy 
asked to leave a half an hour early today...after she saw the 
schedule. 


Considering | was going to ask her the same thing her pre- 
emptive request made things a lot less awkward. 


But she hasn’t been awkward about what she saw, or might 
have seen, yesterday. 


| stare out into the parking lot and even with the reflection 
from the sun, and the white spots | see from where the sun 
bounces off the front glass, | make out the woman in white 
walking my way. 


| immediately stand moving closer to the window to get a 
better look at her. 


Damn. | thought that red dress yesterday couldn’t be 
topped, but | was wrong. Today she’s got on an all white 


dress with a little lace on the bottom, which hits mid-thigh. 


My eyes lock in on her powerful thighs and | remember she 
played soccer as a kid. But my eyes don’t stop there. They 
slide down past her feminine knees and across her shins 
until | noticed the flat white shoes she’s wearing. They look 
like a cross between some sort of ballet shoe or espadrilles, 
or whatever they’re called. 


Heck, espadrilles sounds like a Mexican dinner dish served 
with beans and rice, but who needs food when all | can think 
about is eating her up...every last bite. 

Or in this case drop. 


I want to taste her so bad. Her sweetness. Her innocence. 


And bathe my mouth with her juices in the knowledge that 
I’m the first one to do so and equally as important...the last. 


She’s going to be mine and only mine forever. And wait 
until she sees the surprise | have in store for her. 


CHAPTER 8 


Bella 


The door swings open before | even knock. 
“Were you waiting on me?” 


“Always,” he says as he offers me his hand and lifts my hand 
as | step inside. 


The office is empty. It’s not eerie, but it is a bit strange. But 
it has nothing to do with the office. 


It’s the feeling I’ve got in my stomach knowing what’s 
coming and knowing how badly | want it. 


How | want him to take me right here and now on his 
examination table. 


How | wore all white to match my purity, which he will soon 
take. 


The second the door closes behind me he moves in closer 
placing the tips of his fingers on the side of my face before 
pushing a locket of hair back behind my ear. 


“Bella is the perfect name for you, because you’re the most 
beautiful woman in the world.” 


“Thank you,” | say as | feel my cheeks get warm. 


“You should be the only one with that name. You're the only 
one who deserves it in this whole wide world.” 


“And you're the only one who deserves what | brought just 
for you today,” | say, causing a growl to rumble through his 
throat audibly even though his mouth stays closed as his 
eyes stay locked on mine. 


“And I’m the only one who will ever have it.” 


“And I’m the only one who will ever have you,” | say as my 
hand comes up between us and | find his chest causing him 
to lean in closer as my eyes close just before his lips find 
mine. 


My fingers dig through the cotton smock before my muscles 
involuntarily contract causing me to ball up his top...but I’d 
much rather it be balled up on the floor next to us with his 
exposed body before me. 


| feel my breath pick up and hear his doing the same as our 
kisses get hungrier and more frantic just before | feel my 
feet come off the floor and my body go horizontal as he 
Scoops me up and carries me through the door to his 
examination room. 


But he doesn’t stop there as we continue through and his 
back finds a door on the other side of the room and he backs 
his way through being careful of my head and feet as we 
move into the next space. 


| feel his grip tighten on the underside of my thigh and my 
toes make contact with something against the wall when 
suddenly the lights come on and | realize he used my toe to 
flip the switch. 


| laugh and he smirks and oh my god | didn’t think this 
mouth wateringly handsome and masculine man could get 
any more attractive to me but that’s exactly what he does. 
I’ve never seen him smirk before and | can’t wait to see it 
again, but it’s gone just as quickly as it came. 


And I'm wondering if I’m going to come just as quickly. All 
this excitement and years of anticipation are building toa 
fever pitch and he hasn’t even been inside me yet. | haven't 
even felt his cock slide inside my pristine pussy making me 
a woman, his woman, for the first time. 


And damn do! want that. But can | hold off the floodgates 
inside me until he takes me and makes me his own? 


“Oh wow,” | say my as my mind shelves the thought and my 
eyes focus in on the bed in the room. 


“You did this?” 

“In the middle of the night,” he says. 

“Just for me?” 

“Just for us.” 

Inside the room that I just assumed was some sort of back 
storage room is a beautiful bed with a wooden headboard 
and footboard, and a big thick mattress. There’s alsoa 
window with a fresh breeze coming in and a view into an 
open grassy area which leads towards the forest. 


“Wow, | had no idea.” 


“No one does. With all the parking in front and the way the 
entrance works nobody really sees it back there. It’s 


beautiful, isn’t it?” 
“Incredibly,” | say. 


“But not as beautiful as the young woman | have in my 
arms. It could never compare to you.” 


| strengthen my grip behind his neck and lift my body closer 
so our lips can meet. 


A second later | feel my back making contact with the very 
high thread count sheets as my head falls onto the fluffy 
pillow. 


It’s like I’m laying on a cloud and | know if he put this much 
preparation into making this place feel heavenly, than | can 
only imagine how high my thoughts are going to go when he 
pleasures me and | do the same for him. 


But I’m already starting to lose all thoughts, because all | 
can do right now is feel. Feel the love he’s put into this 
room. Feel the excitement. Feel the anticipation. 


My mind clears only focusing on one thing as he walks back 
over to the light switch and flips it off. 


The room is dark, but not completely thanks to the window. 


A few seconds later | hear a match strike and | watch as a 
candle flickers to life, followed by another and then another. 


The vanilla scent is almost as intoxicating as the smell of the 
forest and the smell of him. For aman who practically 
bathes in hand sanitizer all day he smells anything but 
clinical. 


He smells rugged, masculine, and like he’s about to be mine 
all mine. 


And when he takes me I know the room is going to smell like 
something else entirely. 


He moves closer to the bed and begins sliding out of his 
clothes, and | begin to do the same. 


“Wait,” he says. “You’re not going to let me unwrap the gift 
I’ve waited a lifetime for.” 


“You haven't waited a lifetime for me,” | say poking fun at 
his nice comment. 


“I have. | just never knew it was you until very recently, but 
you can be absolutely sure I’ve been waiting for you. And 
I’ve been waiting my entire life and | would have waited a 
million more lifetimes if that’s what it took to find you.” 


For a big, masculine manly man he sure knows how to talk 
sweet to me. But the best part is | can see the conviction in 
his candlelit eyes and the hunger in his movements as he 
focuses on me and nothing else. 


And that tells me his words are genuine, as are his feelings 
and his promise to me. 


“There’s no going back now. Once you’re mine and I’m 
yours that’s that.” 


“| know,” | say. “I want that.” 


“But do you need it? Would you be unable to live without 
it?” 


“| can’t live without you,” | say watching as his pants hit the 
floor and he pulls his top up and over his head exposing 
abdominal muscles | didn’t even know the human body had. 


He’s a doctor, but he could double as the perfect male 
specimen in those anatomy books. Imagine that...an 
anatomy book becoming a bestseller? 


And it would because I’d buy each and every copy so that 
the sight I’m getting now remains mine and only mine. 


And | know it will, just as the sight of my unclothed body will 
only ever be his. 


He reaches for the side of his boxer briefs and with his eyes 
still locked on mine he slides them down and his huge cock 
springs free, bouncing up and down like a diving board as 
the head pops free of the elastic waistband. 


“That’s about to be all mine,” | say. 

“Every last inch,” he says. 

“You’re torturing me. | want to feel your skin on mine. | 
want to get out of this dress. You know how hot I am right 
now? How hot! am for you?” 

He struts across the room towards me and leans in placing 
his hands just to the side of me and | come up on my elbows, 


our faces separated by no more than a few inches at most. 


I’m ready for him to kiss me and the anticipation is driving 
me wild. 


“Then it’s time to unwrap my gift.” 


CHAPTER 9 


Declan 
| could come right now just at the sight of her, but | can’t. 


| have to save my seed to put inside her...deep inside her to 
make a child with her. 


Our child. The perfect conception. The child’s mother as 
pure as the bed sheets and the white she’s got on from head 
to toe. 


At least I’m guessing that she’s also got white on 
underneath that dress, but now it’s time. | have to know. 


| reach for the bottom of her dress, taking the lacy part in 
my hands trying to be gentle with it so! don’t rip it. This is 
going to be mine too, just like her. I’m going to keep this 
white dress and remember this moment forever. 


l'm keeping her panties too and as feral as I’m feeling right 
now | know I’m going to bring them to my face in the days 
ahead, smelling them, remembering her scent...not that it 
won’t be etched in my mind. 


But | want to remember how she was when she was 
untouched...until now. 


| pull the dress up and over her head and carefully place it 
to the side. 


“You. Are. Beautiful,” | say taking in the sight of her in her 
white bra and panty set laid out on the sheets. 


My cock twitches and | swear my eye spasms too as they just 
want to look at every part of her all at once. 


| move back down to her feet and take her delicate ankles in 
my hand as | slide off her shoes. 


Even her feet are hot as hell and | don’t have a foot fetish or 
anything like that. It’s just that everything about her is so 
perfect. It’s like she’s made for me and soon when | enter 
her, and our bodies fit together like a glove, we’ll know we 
were made for each other in more ways than one. 


| slide up the bed grabbing her by the waist and flipping her 
over onto her stomach. 


“Oh!” she says and | take in the sight of her ass. Her big, 
juicy ass and | move in closer resting the side of my face on 
one globe as my hand takes the other, kneading it with 
forceful fingers. 


“Uhhh,” she moans and | quickly flip her back over onto her 
back, not wanting to miss one expression on her face from 
the pleasure I’m going to give her. 


| want to look into those beautiful eyes of hers and her to be 
able to see directly into mine as we witness what we do to 
each other. 


My hand slides up the middle of her back, feeling that curve 
of her spine before | feel her bra in-between my first and 
second fingers. | scissor them quickly and the bra comes 
loose as | remove it from the front with my other hand, 
freeing her breasts. 


My nostrils flare as | take in a deep breath at the sight of her 
perfect chest, but I can’t just look at her, | need to taste her. 
To take her into my mouth and feel her and that’s exactly 
what | do as my mouth comes crashing down on one erect 
nipple as my hand takes the other. 


| move my body back and forth making our bodies even 
hotter from the skin to skin contact as we grind together. 
Her back arches as we move in rhythm, our torsos sliding 
against one another as | feel my shaft move against the 
inside of her thigh and | swear | feel it quivering. 


Damn, she’s close already. 


| want to make this last longer, but there’s one thing | want 
even more. 


To taste her first climax. To swallow her whole, literally and 
figuratively as | take her sweetness into my mouth. 


My head slides down until my chin finds her slit through the 
cotton and her hips buck up towards me grinding her mound 
into my face. 


My hands frantically grab for the sides of her panties and | 
jerk them down moving to the side quickly so I can slide her 
legs out before | bury my face in her pussy and my tongue 
licks straight up her folds and | flick her clit with the tip of 
my tongue before my lips wrap around it and | suck it in, 
then blow on it and move it around in my mouth and release 
it back to her. 


“More! Again!” she cries out as her hands come slamming 
down on the back of my head and her ass muscles flex as 
she wills my mouth back onto her pussy. 


| lick straight up again and feel her inner thighs lock onto 
the sides of my head and | can hear nothing but the beating 
of her heart from her femoral artery. 


It moves like a metronome, like a ticking time bomb 
speeding towards a conclusion and as her hips move in 
rhythm to my licks | Know that bomb is going to explode 
soon and when it does l'Il be right here to clean up every 
last bit of it. 


My hand slide behind her grabbing her ass hard, pressing 
her middle into my mouth even more sending my tongue 
deep inside her until | find her gushiness and | flick the tip of 
my tongue back and forth across it, releasing one hand from 
behind and wrapping it over her leg so I can work her clit 
with two fingers. 


| feel her legs shake against my head and | know the ocean 
of sweet goodness is about to crash on my shore and when 
her cries become so loud that | can hear their muffled sound 
| feel them ricochet through every part of her insides | open 
my mouth and hold on for the ride. 


And what a ride it is as her hips twist sideways and she 
unleashes a tidal wave of juices into my face which | 
hungrily slurp and gulp down taking everything she has to 
offer as my tongue begs for more. 


And I’m rewarded with an immediate second wave which | 
lap up as her hips twist the other way and then back again 
and | hold on for dear life, | feel like someone put my head in 
a washing machine and hit start. 


And I don’t want it to ever stop as my skull is knocked 
around as | feel her knees slam into one side of the bed and 


then the other until finally her body stills, but her inner 
thighs stay glued to my ears. 


And then they slowly release and | feel the sweat against the 
side of my head and a ringing in my ears as | can hear again, 
but the only sound is her panting, trying to catch her breath 
because of the pleasure | just gave her. 


And if she thought that was great...well, it’s only the 
beginning. 


CHAPTER 10 


Bella 


My feet kick out wide as | lay completely satisfied on my 
back, sweating and trying to catch my breath. 


And he hasn’t even entered me yet. 


At least not with his cock, but wow if his tongue was a 
preview than am l in for one hell of a ride. 


His head moves from in-between my hips to right next to my 
ear as my chest continues to heave. 


“You taste so sweet,” he says. 


My head rolls slightly to the side and he closes the distance 
between us as he kisses me. 


| feel the mattress underneath me move as he slides into 
position on top of me and my hands instinctively take his 
face and | kiss him deeper, feeling the head of his cock 
brush against my skin below before settling right at my 
opening. 


| flex my butt moving my hips toward him trying to will his 
dick inside me, but he’s too fast pulling his hips back. 


“Are you ready for me?” 


| nod. 


“Tell me you're ready for me.” 
“I’m ready for you,” | Say. 
“Where are you ready for me?” 


“I’m ready to feel you inside me. To feel your skin against 
mine. To feel every part of you, everywhere, inside and out.” 


| watch as he grips his shaft and moves the head of his cock 
through my folds, lubricating himself even though | already 
felt his pre-come against my skin seconds earlier. 


“| need you inside me,” | say. 


“|I need you so bad. | want you so bad. | have to have you 
more than you could ever know...forever,” he says. 


“Forever,” | say and | feel his cock pause right at my 
opening, not moving up and down through my folds again, 
but instead moving forward entering me for the first time. 


My mouth opens and my shoulders rise until they can’t 
anymore as | breathe all the air out of my lungs. 


“Uhhhh,” | say feeling him open my walls as I take him in. 


Then his cock slowly pulls back causing me to feel empty 
without him. 


Just as | go to lean up in bed to slide on his rod he glides 
himself back inside of me, this time a bit deeper than the 
first and | bite down on my lower lip at the pleasure. 


My hands shootout wide reaching for the sides of the bed to 
brace myself, but my arms aren’t long enough. 


“You feel so perfect. | was made to be inside you all the 
time,” he says. 


| gasp as his hips rock slightly faster sending him out and 
then back inside of me slightly deeper as I’m able to take a 
bit more of him each time. 


My hands dart forward finding the sides of his hips before 
moving across his body as I drag my fingertips along the V- 
Shape in his lower abdomen. The one which leads to his 
cock which continues to open me as | take more and more of 
him. 


My hands move back out and | take a loose grip on the sides 
of his hips, thinking I’m working him inside me but | can’t 
fool myself. He’s completely in charge. 


“You feel so damn good | want to come right now. Fill you 
with my seed and get our family started immediately.” 


“| want your baby...inside me,” | whimper. 


| feel his hand come down on my stomach, resting their 
gently as he rocks back and forth faster and faster still. 


“Oh yeah! Right there! Right...” 


| feel that feeling come over the inside of me again. The one 
I’ve only felt twice in my life before, and those were both 
just a few minutes ago. 


My muscles tighten as his hands clamp onto my hips as his 
thickness continues moving in and out creating so much 
friction, heat, and taking me closer to the impending climax 
that | feel coming. 


” 


ood eee Pm... 


“I’m gonna cum!” he yells and simultaneously | feel myself 
release and him fill me and | suddenly don’t know which way 
is up or where | am as | barely keep conscious as my head 
spins in the clouds as | feel a second release from his pulsing 
cock and more of his warm seed find its way toward what we 
both want...making a child together. 


“Uhhhh!” he yells, causing my eyes to open again and | see 
his head straight back staring at the ceiling as every muscle 
in his body flexes as another eruption fills me and then | 
watch as he falls next to me like a giant tree falling in the 
forest. His entire body, long and stiff, completely collapses 
and then bounces off the mattress but his cock is so deep 
inside me and so thick and long and my pussy is still milking 
him that he stays inside me. 


| flip us and throw myself on top of him and feel my entire 
body move up and down like I’m riding a white water rapid, 
as his lungs try to get enough air. 


“God, you’re amazing,” he says in-between attempts to 
catch his breath and then his hands take my face firmly on 
both sides as he kisses me hard. 


He’s still inside me. Still hard. And my walls are still tightly 
latched around him. Holding him. Not wanting to let him 
go...ever. 


Or at least not until they’ve milked every last drop from him, 
accepting him just as he drank from my fountain. 


And just as he promised to make me his, I’ve made him 
mine...and my entire being is in on it. My body. My mind. 


My soul. 
Knock! Knock! Knock! 


| hear the sound of knuckles on glass in a rhythm that 
means they can only be one person. 


“My dad!” | say, rising up off of him and feeling his dick slide 
out from inside me. 


“He'll go away,” he says still basking in the glow of what we 
just shared. 


“Your car is outside. He’ll Know you’re in here,” I say. “And 
he knows | have an appointment right now.” 


Declan sits up and blinks his eyes a few times. 
“You guys in there?” is barely audible from the front door. 


“If we can hear him all the way back here he must be 
yelling,” I say. “What are we going to do?” 


CHAPTER 11 


Declan 


My feet touch the floor and my hands grab at the side of the 
bed. My head is still spinning as | go to stand up | feel dizzy 
and sit right back down. 


Damn, she rocked my world. 


She gave me gifts in more ways than one. | may feel out of 
it right now inside my head, but I’ve never felt so alive in my 
life. And it’s not just the unnecessary excitement, and 
interruption, that her father has just caused. 


| want to go out there and tell him to leave us alone. My 
testosterone levels are running high right now and all | care 
about is getting back inside her. Taking her again. Making 
her mine even more than | already have. Filling her again 
and again and again. 


Fertility drugs are on the rise in this country, but I can 
guarantee we won’t be needing them. With the lust we have 
for each other and the feelings we have inside there’s no 
way we're not conceiving from this first time. 


No. Way. 


| know it sounds crazy, but I’ve seen enough medical 
miracles in my life to know. And the human body has a way 
of speaking to you that you just can’t ignore. And for all the 
science and research and all that stuff, sometimes it just 
comes down to your gut feeling. 


And my gut is telling me that she’s pregnant with our child. 
But what am I going to tell her dad? 

| try standing up again, this time I’m successful. 

“Declan? Bella? Are you in there?” her father shouts. 


I’ve got to get to him before half the city hears him out there 
carrying on like that. 


| dress as quickly as | can. 
“Just stay here,” I say. “lII take care of this.” 


| go to the door thinking what in the world I’m going to say 
to my best friend. | turn the knob and push through it 
entering my examination room. 


Once I’m through this room l'Il be in the waiting room and 
he'll be able to see me through the glass. Once he sees how 
disheveled | look he'll do the mental math, but will he really 
believe it? 


Will he think I’m crazy enough to be with his daughter? But 
this isn’t about being with her. It was never that. It was 
always about making her mine...forever. 


But how can | convey that to a father when the man is the 
same age he is. 


| take a deep breath and open the door preparing to give it 
to him straight. I’m a doctor who’s always recommended 
ripping bandages off, not slowly peeling them back. 


As | step into the waiting room | see him step into his car 
and peel out of the lot. 


He’s mad. No doubt about it. 


And it looks like I just bought us some time to come up with 
a way to approach this. It’s better anyways. This would 
have been too much to put in his face all at once like this. 
Catching us here in my own office...it doesn’t look good and 
it will make him wonder how long it’s been going on and 
what kind of an animal | am. 


And | can’t answer him, at least not right now. There’s just 
something about his daughter that turns me into a savage 
beast. Something about her makes me lose my mind so 
badly that just the thought of her consumes me to the point 
| want to consume her. | feel possessive and even jealous of 
the fact that there will be times when were not together and 
other men will look at her. 


| can’t take the thought of that, but soon she'll be living with 
me and | won’t have to worry about that so much. 


I’m not about to lock her up and throw away the key. She’s 
young and she has a life to live and | want to encourage her 
and support her in every way | can. 


But once I put a ring on her finger, a big ol’ ring, everyone 
else will know to stay the hell away because she’s been 
claimed...by me. 


“Where is he?” | hear just as I feel a hand slide around my 
waist. 


| bend around. “He left before | could get to the door.” 


“What do we do now?” 

“We walk through the forest, if your ankle is okay.” 

“Weren't you supposed to examine me today?” | ask. 

“Oh, | examined you all right...every inch of you and | found 
you to be the perfect female specimen. The most beautiful 
girl ever. And | put my mark on you so everyone will know 
you're mine.” 


“You mean inme.” 


| take her by the hand and lead her over to a mirror on the 
wall. 


“Oh my gosh! I’m so red,” she says as she checks out her 
face and upper chest. 


“Your flush, but it will go away.” 


“| don’t want it to ever go away. | like that you marked me... 
inside and out.” 


| slide in from behind and wrap her up in a hug, kissing the 
top of her head. 


“Awww,” she says as she turns to kiss me properly. 

“And l'm going to mark you in another way real soon.” 

“Oh yeah? How’s that?” 

“You'll see, but this way...this way is coming up real quick...” 


“Yeah?” 


“It will be everlasting. Just like my love for you,” | say. 
| see her eyes light up and her lips part. 


“That’s right, Bella Brown. | love you and I’m going to keep 
on loving you until the end of time.” 


“And | love you,” she says softly just before she comes up on 
her tiptoes and our two lips meet, bringing that feral beast 
inside me out of his cage immediately as | scoop her up and 
carry her right back to the bed. 


But this time I’m going to take my time. I’m going to show 
her just how much | love her. 


Slowly. Deeply. Madly. 


CHAPTER 12 


Declan 


“Are you still interested in the medical field?” | ask Bella as 
we walk through the woods. 


The swelling in her ankles is completely gone and there is 
barely any bruising left. Ah to be nineteen all over again. 
The speed at which the body can repair itself is truly 
amazing...especially when you’re young. 


| offered to carry her, but she politely declined. It’s no 
problem for me, she’s light as a feather and it would make 
me feel like her hero, but then again getting some blood 
flowing through her feet, ankles, and lower legs is a good 
idea. | want her healed quickly so we can do more things 
together. I’ve got so many ideas already and my mind won’t 
shut off. 


She smiles. “Yeah, I’m still on that path. | decided to take 
my first two years at community college to save money and 
try to make some money at the same time.” 

“That’s why you’re working at the mall?” 

“Yeah, how did you know?” 

“| remember your dad mentioning it awhile back.” 


“Don’t lie. You came by and stalked me.” 


I smile. “No, but now I wish | had.” 


This time we laugh together. 


“I figured I’m in it for the long haul so best to lay out a good 
foundation. Two years at community college then transfer 
and complete my bachelor’s in the fourth year. Then four 
years of medical school and three to seven years in 
residency before | get licensed.” 


“Sounds like you’ve done your homework.” 


“I have but I have a feeling I’m going to fall behind now that 
we're...” 


She lets it hang in the air and | don’t like it. | don’t like that 
she’s not one hundred percent sure. 


“Now that you’re mine. That we're together. And that you'll 
be moving into my place soon.” 


| take her tiny hand in mine and it fits perfectly. The size 
difference is enormous, but that’s the best part. It lets her 
know she fits completely into my world and that I'll always 
be there to protect and support her. 


“Don’t you think it’s too soon?” 


“| don’t think it’s too soon. | Know every second you’re not 
there is a second too long. One more second | have to 
agonize over wondering when you'll be with me all the 
time. I’m aman who knows what he wants and | want you 
by my side as many minutes out of the day as possible.” 


She smiles and | feel her grip on my hand tighten. “What 
about my dad?” 


“I'll soeak with him. As aman it’s my responsibility and I’m 
happy to accept it.” 


“Don’t you think we should do it together?” 


“I appreciate your gesture, and there definitely is value in 
approaching him together as it would garner more respect, 
but I’ve known him longer than you’ve been alive and | 
think the biggest challenge he’ll have in accepting us will 
come from my side.” | pause. “Wow.” 


“What?” 
“The gravity of what I just said.” 
“What do you mean?” 


“I know how to do math of course and | know there’s a big 
age difference between us, but to hear it said out loud, and 
maybe because it came from my own lips, makes it sound 
bigger than it really is.” 


“You think it’s a big deal?” 


“I have to be honest. If | was your dad | probably would. If | 
found out my future daughter was dating a guy my own age 
l'd probably want to beat him up. Scratch that. l’d 
definitely want to beat him up.” 


We both laugh. 


“But I think once the dust settled and that initial shock, that 
first punch in the gut so to speak, kind of went away and | 
had time to think about it the real question would be do 
they love each other and do they belong together.” 


“I know you love me because you told me you did.” 


“That’s right. Always,” | say as | stop and lean in to kiss her. 
Damn, her lips taste so sweet. Every. Single. Time. “You 
know | could kiss you all day and all night and still not get 
enough.” 


“Me too,” she says and she blushes a bit. She’s so cute 
when she does that. Beautiful ninety-nine percent of the 
time and cute the other one percent. Talk about a winning 
combination. “And you think we’re a good fit?” 

“Of course! Don’t you.” | say. 


“Ido. I’ve been thinking about it a lot actually. We're sucha 
good fit it’s scary.” 


“It’s scary in a perfect kind of way, just like the way | feel 
about you.” 


“You're scared?” 

“No, but maybe shocked. You know when something is so 
perfect that you feel like maybe life is playing some trick on 
you? Like Candid Camera is going to jump out from behind 
the bushes and tell you it was all a joke?” 


“Candid Camera?” 


“Sorry. Punk’d. You're from that Ashton Kutcher generation. 
I’m, well...from his too and from the original Punk'd.” 


“Punk'd isn’t original?” 


“It is, but surely they took some elements from the original 
and learned what worked and what didn’t and perfected it 


for this generation.” 

“Kind of like us.” 

“Just like us,” | say. 

“But you're already perfect. | wouldn’t change a thing.” 


“Thank you, beautiful,” | say kissing her again before we 
resume our walk through the woods. “But I’ve made 
mistakes, no doubt.” 


“Really? My dad speaks so highly of you. He thinks you’re 
practically infallible and invincible.” 


“Well, that’s nice of him and I wish | were both of those 
things, but I’m not. But the positive side of that is that you 
can learn from my mistakes. | can help you pick out the 
right sequence of classes so you can stack the various 
pieces of medical knowledge you need as quickly as 
possible. So you can learn how to not only be a better 
doctor one day, but also be a better person. How to save 
your money. How incredible compound interest is. When to 
be patient and when not to be. All kinds of things.” 


“| can’t wait. | feel like I’m going to learn so much from 
you.” 


“Everything. | promise to be there every step of the way to 
guide you...to push and motivate you when the time is 
right...to support you when times are tough...but to always 
remember that when it comes to your life you get to make 
your own decisions. You know I’m more than happy and 
ready to share my advice but at the end of the day | want to 
be your rock, not some controlling guy.” 


“Thank you.” She pauses. “Without even knowing all the 
obstacles I’m going to face I’m pretty sure I'll take your 
advice most of the time, but it’s nice to know you support 
me and trust me to make my own decisions. | think when 
the guy is considerably older in the relationship sometimes 
they get a bit controlling.” 


“Really?” 


“I’m not sure actually. | just read it on some Internet 
forums. It might not even be true.” 


“Well what is true are my feelings for you. And what we 
have is special and different because we're different. And | 
promise you you won’t ever have to worry about anything 
like that.” 


“I know. | just wanted to do some research before | decided 
to get dolled up in that red dress and come over to your 
office yesterday. The idea of it all was so exciting, but 
sometimes when I know my emotions are running wild | 

need to take a step back, breathe and think things through 
logically. And as a bookworm and a bit of an information 
nerd | figured I’d look into potential pitfalls and trouble areas 
because | knew if | was going to go in | was going to go all in 
for you. To put my everything into it.” 


“So it was a conscious decision.” 

“Yes and no, but in a good way.” 

“How so?” 

“Because all the logical told me that we’d work perfectly.” 


“Wait? But your heart?” 


“My heart was already in a long time ago and to be honest it 
would have overruled the logic anyways.” 


We both laugh. 


“And you are without a doubt the one for me in every way 
shape and form. | feel like the luckiest guy in the world and 
| can’t wait to stay up all night with you helping you study 
for all those medical exams.” 


“You'd do that?” 
“Of course! Are you kidding?” 


“I mean | know you'd want to help me, but being older and 
all | wasn’t sure if you’d be able to stay awake past nine 
o'clock.” 


“Very funny you!” | say and she tries to dart the other 
direction but I grab her by the hips and lift her high in the 
air before she gets away. 


l'm glad she has a good sense of humor about everything 
and she definitely got me with that joke. And I’m also glad 
that she’s moving so freely after that injury. 


Yeah, this is scary all right. Scary perfect. But I’m not going 
to think about it...mostly because | won’t have time. 


l'II be busy every minute of my life doing everything I can to 
put a smile on her face, which will put a smile on mine in 
turn. 


| had my turn at medical school and learning how to be a 
doctor and all that stuff. Now it’s her turn, and | can’t wait 


to be by her side every step of the way. 
And share my bed with her every night. 
Which will lead to the best part of all. 


Sharing our home with the beautiful family we’re going to 
make, because that’s what life’s really all about...as we 
watch our kids shoot for the sky as they grow up even faster 
than the trees in this forest that surrounds us, as we nurture 
them with positivity and encouragement always. 


CHAPTER 13 


Declan 
“We felt like walking,” | say to Brandon when | drop Bella off. 


“You felt like walking? What...you cut through the woods or 
something?” 


“Yeah, exactly. I’m always so busy so it was good to get out 
amongst the trees and get some fresh air and Bella agreed 
to join me.” 


“So why didn’t you answer the door?” 


“We were in the back. By the time we got there you were 
already leaving.” | could tell him we'd already started 
walking, but I’m not a liar. | tell the truth to a fault, if that’s 
possible. But I can tell right now by his line of questioning 
and tone that this isn’t the time to tell him about what’s 
going on between the two of us. 


I’ve got a plan for that and the time will be right to tell him 
real soon. 


“I'm sorry. We weren't trying to blow you off or anything,” | 
say. “Let’s shoot baskets in a few days. A new basketball | 
ordered just arrived from Amazon. We can test it out. And | 
can remind you that I’m better at you at H-O-R-S-E.” 


“Yeah, maybe,” he says. “I’ve got some stuff to do. Just next 
time...let me know if you’re planning on changing plans.” 


“Sure,” | say deciding not to remind him that he’s the one 
who changed plans. He wasn’t going to show up and then 
he did, and it almost resulted in a very awkward situation. 
“Bella,” | say. 

“Declan,” she says. “Doctor December,” she corrects herself. 
Her dad looks from me to her and then back to me. | think 
he’s starting to put the pieces of this puzzle together real 
fast, which means | have to move even faster. 


| have to stay a step ahead to make this transition as smooth 
as possible. 


This transition from him seeing her as his little girl, which he 
always will, to my woman, which will take time. 


But I’m going to take a page out of his father’s book. I’m 
going to show him I’m genuine and sincere and | want 
what’s right for her. 


And what’s right for Bella is me. 


Now it’s time to show him. 


CHAPTER 14 


Bella 


Three days later 


“Strawberry chocolate waffle cone and a bowl of vanilla,” the 
boy at the counter says. 


“That’s us,” Declan says and he stands up from our picnic 
table bench in the eating area around the little ice cream 
stand to go get our cold treats. 


He scheduled a three-hour break into his day today to 
coincide with my classes and coursework. We'll only get two 
hours of it outside the car though, as he thought it was a 
good idea to go half an hour outside of town just to try and 
avoid being seen. He says he doesn’t want my dad to find 
out second hand, and neither do l. 


In the moment that Declan steps away some boy about my 
age approaches me. “Anyone sitting here? Thanks,” he says 
just sitting down before | have a chance to reply. 


“That seat is taken,” | say. 
“By me. Hey, listen. You’re cute. Let me give you my 
number and you can call me sometime when you’re ready to 


date someone more age appropriate,” he says. 


| feel my blood boil and | literally want to hit him, but there’s 
no need. 


“Age appropriate for a male is a way of doing things, nota 
number. And the first rule of being a good man is not trying 
to talk to another man’s woman, son,” Declan says as | 

watch the boy’s feet come up off the ground as he starts 
kicking and squirming as Declan picks him up by the back of 
his shirt! 


Holy cow! The boy must be just over six feet tall and at 
least one hundred and eighty pounds, but Declan lifts him 
like a sack of potatoes while he’s got our ice cream in his 
other hand. 


“Let me down,” the boy pleads. 

“Not until you apologize to her for being so rude.” 
“I’m sorry,” he says. 

“A little more conviction. | don’t believe you.” 


“I'm sorry!” he says as the other people at the ice cream 
stand all turn to look now and | see one guy reaching inside 
his bright pink chinos to pull out his phone. No doubt he’s 
going to film this and it will probably end up on Twitter in a 
minute or two. 


“It’s okay, Declan,” | say, but | Know it’s not. | didn’t like this 
interruption any more than he did. 


Declan pulls the boy in closer to his body, the boy’s back 
separated from Declan’s chest only by his arm and the fist 
that he’s got wrapped around the boy’s shirt. 


“You bother her, or any woman who’s already spoken for 
again, and the next time | won’t be putting you down on 
your feet. You understand me?” 


“Yes, sir.” 


“Now get the fuck outta here,” he says extending his arm 
out tossing the boy forward which sends him into a modified 
run as his hands come down to the ground as he tries not to 
fall onto his face from the force. 


At least he does make one good decision. He doesn’t turn 
around to look Declan in the eye as he takes off running in 
the other direction. 


“Why don’t you do that for me when guys bother and 
whistle at me?” | hear a girl say at a nearby table. 


“You see how big that guy is? I’d have to spend a year in the 
gym to be half his size.” 


“Get to lifting then,” the girl says and I can’t help the smile 
that cracks the corner of my lips as | take Declan’s arm in 
mine as he sits down next to me. 


“He won't bother you again,” Declan says. 


“| know. And neither will any of the guys who just witnessed 
that. | just hope it doesn’t go viral.” 


“Viral? He had an infection?” 

| bury my head in his arm and giggle. “It’s a social media 
term when something spreads quickly like a virus. When 
there is a piece of content that seemingly everyone sees, 
especially in a short period of time.” 


“Why would anyone see it?” 


“That boy was filming you?” 

“Who?” Declan asks. 

“It doesn’t matter.” 

“It does matter. Who?” 

“The one in the pink pants,” | say. | Know what’s coming 
next and | can’t say I’m not going to enjoy it. And I’d never 


withhold information from Declan, especially when he asks. 


He stands up and walks right over to the boy, putting him in 
the shade of his big frame. 


“Phone,” he says. 

“| don’t know what you’re talking about man.” 

“Give. Me. Your. Phone.” 

“Just give it to him J.J.” 

“Shut up,” he says and he turns to give an effeminate slap 
on the arm to one of the girl’s at his bench but before he 
makes contact Declan catches his arm in mid air. 

“Oh!” the girl says. “We're sorry.” 

It’s too late for that. 

Declan lifts the boy up off the bench and sticks his hand in 
his pants himself and yanks out the phone before dropping 


it right in between them and smashing it underneath his 
shoe. 


“Next time you want to take pictures or videos of someone 
you make sure you have their permission. Got it?” 


“Yes, sir,” the boys says just like the first. 


Declan looks deep into his eyes and | can hear him growl 
from all the way over here as the boy’s body wiggles 
sideways as he cowers. 


“And if you think you’re going to get this arm back anytime 
soon you're going to apologize to that lady you raised it up 
to.” 


“I’m sorry, Chelsea.” 
“It’s okay,” Chelsea, apparently, says. 


“Next time when a woman who’s a lot smarter than you, 
which I’m guessing is most, tells you something you better 
listen to her. She knows what’s for your own good a lot 
better than you do.” 


The boy nods still not looking at Declan and Declan releases 
his arm. 


Declan turns to walk back toward me and suddenly the other 
people at the ice cream stand eating area start cheering. 
I’ve never seen anything like it. 


And I’ve never seen him act so possessive and although it 
was a bit of a scene, | have to say | like it. 


| don’t like the way that boy thought he could just talk to me 
like that and I’m really tired of people filming everything 
and taking pictures of other people without them knowing. 


It’s not right and everyone knows it and shouldn’t have to 
be told. 


But when Declan tells someone something, they obviously 
listen. What other choice do they have when he grabs a 
hold of them? 


None. 


Declan sits back down and grabs my waffle cone and dabs it 
on my nose. 


“Hey!” I say. Then he takes a lick. “Yours is sweet, but not 
as sweet as you.” 


“Awww,” | say and give him a hug as he hands me my cone. 

| hold my cone in one arm and Declan’s arm in my other. 

It’s incredible how quickly he went from brute to teddy bear 
and it tells me he’s in control. He can turn into the tough 
guy when need be. And I sure do appreciate that. | don’t go 


out looking for trouble and | know he doesn't either. 


But if someone wants to give him some he sure as heck is 
gonna step up and give them a whole lot more. 


The only question now is how much trouble my dad’s going 
to give us when he finds out about us. 


“Your taking classes all through the winter period and into 
May, right?” 


“Yep,” | say stealing a quick bite of his vanilla ice cream ina 
cup. “Why do you ask?” 


“There’s a break between the end of the spring semester 
and the start of the summer session, right?” 


“Yeah, about two weeks.” 
“Perfect,” he says. “Don’t plan anything for that period.” 


“Why? Do you have plans for us already?” | ask wondering 
what he’s up to and anxious to find out. 


“I've got plans for a lifetime of things for us and even that 
won't be all the things | want to do with you because | want 
to do everything with you,” he says. 


Such a teddy bear. 


| give him a quick kiss on the cheek, intentionally leaving an 
ice cream imprint. 


“Did you just mark me?” he says. 
“You just let everyone else here know I’m yours so | just 
wanted to do the same...make sure those other girls don’t 


get any ideas.” 


“Other girls? There are other girls here? | only ever noticed 
you.” 


“That deserves another kiss,” | say, and promptly give him 
one. 


“It’s the truth,” he says. 


“I know and that’s why the truth is that | love you,” | say. 


He turns his body in his seat to face me more directly. “And | 
love you,” he says. 


And our two lips meet greeting me with the taste of my man 
and ice cream. What could be better? 


Not a thing in the world. 


CHAPTER 15 


Declan 
The next day 
“Do | have to prove it?” Brandon asks. 
“Of course, man. We've always played that way,” | say. 


There are two ways to play the basketball game H-O-R-S-E. 
Proving your final shot or not. When you prove it the guy 
who makes the last shot to win the game has to make it 
twice, which is very challenging especially if it’s a trick shot. 


And Brandon made the last shot, | missed, and now it’s up to 
him to “prove” his victory. 


But no matter who wins on the basketball court today what | 
really want is a victory when I go to ask him the real 
question...the real reason we’re doing a male bonding 
activity today. 


And | decided it would be best to shoot baskets somewhere 
open, in case things get out of hand when | tell him what | 
have to tell him. 


And then | realized it would be better to do it at his house. 
That way if he gets angry he can just throw me out or ask 
me to leave. He won’t drive off anywhere angry. 


And finally | came to the conclusion that | should let him 
beat me, but not make it obvious of course. If he wins he'll 


be feeling all manly and superior and might be more open to 
what | have to say. Psychology 101 if you ask me, and 
doctors rely on psychology a lot. Placebo effect, anyone? 


“Okay...for...the...win!”” Brandon says as he heaves the ball 
backwards and over his head towards the basket. 


“Oh!” he yells. “Nothing but net, bro! Chalk up another 
victory for the B-dawg! ” 


“Okay, ‘B-dawg’.” | say smiling at the name he’s suddenly 
given himself. 


“How was that for proving it?” 


“That was really good,” | say. “And I’ve got something to 
prove myself.” 


“Well, | hope it’s not on the court because I’m unstoppable 
today,” he says grabbing the lemon-lime Gatorade he had 
on the sidewalk for me and tossing it to me before picking 
up the orange flavored one and guzzling down half the 
bottle. Big guys need big refreshment. 

“It’s not,” | say. 


I’m excited to tell him what’s happened in my life, but to be 
honest a bit nervous to tell him who it’s happening with. 


“Then you just might be in luck,” he says. 
“Want to grab a seat?” 
“Whoa, this sounds serious,” he says. 


“Ve ry. ” 


“Everything okay?” 


“Couldn’t be better actually.” | pause. “And that’s what | 
need to talk to you about.” 


“Okay,” he says and | see the look of concern mixed with 
inquisitive interest on his face as we ease down onto the 
steps leading up to his house. After | get plopped down | 
take another drink trying to make my mouth feel not so dry, 
but it’s not working. 


And the cottonmouth I’m experiencing isn’t from the 
basketball game. These are some of the biggest words of my 
life, up there right behind telling Bella she’s mine, and | 
need to get them right. 


“I met someone,” | Say. 


“That’s great!” he says playfully punching me in the arm. 
“It’s about time.” 


“Yeah, | know, huh?” 
“Who is she? Do I know her?” 


“Well, let’s say | didn’t actually ‘meet someone,’ but that | 
realized someone I'd known all along was the one for me.” 


“A friends to lovers story.” He takes a drink. “But wait. Who 
do you know who could fit that bill? Let me guess.” He 
pauses again. “Dude, you’re chained to that office. | have 
no idea who it could be and | know you don’t see nurse 
Nancy that way, not to mention she’s married.” 


“No, definitely not her. | mean she’s a great woman and all, 
but she’s married like you said, and there was never 
chemistry between us. Strictly work related, and she’s a 
great worker to have on my team.” 


“Okay, so let me think,” he says. He stares off into the 
distance for what seems like an eternity but is probably no 
more than five seconds. “Man, I’m stumped. You got me.” 


“Well, let me start off by saying this is the biggest moment 
of my life. Up until now it had always been your dad doing 
for me what he did and that includes both finding mea 
home and finding me a best friend, in you of course.” 


“Awwww man, this girl isn’t making you soft already is she?” 


“Not soft, you know me, but more thoughtful and caring... 
yeah, maybe. She’s so damn special, man. And she’s 
perfect for me.” 


“Wow, you’re really in love. That’s great.” 


“Yeah, it’s an incredible feeling. | feel it. She feels it. And | 
hope you're going to feel it too.” 


His head snaps back and his eyebrow on one side raises. 
“I’m going to feel it? This is starting to sound weird. You’re 
not...a swinger or something like that are you?” 


“No, no, no. I’m a one-woman kind of guy. You know that.” 


“Okay, | thought so, but your words and all this serious talk | 
had to ask. But man...you’re really making me wait. You’ve 
built up the anticipation enough. Who are we talking about 
here?” 


“We're talking about the most beautiful and perfect woman 
who’s been right under my nose this entire time, but | was 

never smart enough to realize it. Or maybe it was because 
she was still coming into her own...but now...now she owns 
my heart.” 


| pause and Brandon says nothing. | can see in his eyes he’s 
completely clueless. Well, not anymore. 


“Bella,” | say and it just hangs there in the air. 


“We don’t know any Bellas,” he says. “I mean except.... 
Wait a second?” 


| nod. 

“You’re fucking with me?” 

| shake my head. 

“This better be a joke,” he says. 

| shake my head again. 

He stands quickly slamming the bottle of Gatorade on the 
concrete coloring the area orange and then he cocks back 
and heaves the basketball right at my face, but luckily | 


bring up one hand in time and block it. 


“Get the fuck outta here,” he says. “What an asshole. Out!” 
he yells. 


“Brandon,” | say as | stand up. 


“Out!” 


| make my way to the car, which I intentionally parked down 
the block a bit, but | make sure to keep an eye over my 
shoulder just in case he fully loses it, but luckily he doesn’t. 


But | have lost something that’s been more valuable than 
anything in my life up until making Bella mine. 


His friendship. 

And even with a long history | know that once that is lost, 
that trust and that ability to always call each other our best 
friend and to mean it, that there’s no getting it back. 

But back is not where | plan on looking right now. I’m 
forward thinking and I’m going forward with my plans for 
Bella and | regardless of what her father thinks about it. 
That’s how much she means to me. 


Everything. 


Because without her | have nothing. 


CHAPTER 16 


Bella 


Three days later 


| lie in my bed my eyes staring at the Biology 101 book on 
the table. | should be studying. | could even be getting 
help from him. 


But instead? 
Nothing. 
Because of my dad. 


| pull my phone out of my pocket and look at the picture of 
the two of us from the ice cream shop. We both have ice 
cream on our noses and we look so perfect together, so 
happy, so right. 


But my dad doesn’t think so. 


Declan’s been in close contact even though my dad’s kept 
the Wi-Fi off at the house most of the day. He promises from 
afar that everything’s going to be okay really soon. He says 
he'll even come get me whenever I’m ready, but I tell him | 
just can’t turn my back on my family just yet. | will go to 
Declan, soon, but I just want my dad to see what | see and to 
not stand in the way of my happiness...in the way of us. 


| don’t want my last memory of walking out of my house and 
down the sidewalk, the same house and sidewalk | walked 


all these years when I waited for the school bus, to be such a 
bad one. 


| want to leave here on good terms, but part of me isn’t even 
sure that’s possible. 


It’s the middle of the day yet | have all the blinds pulled and 
all of the lights out but one. Just the light on the table next 
to my bed, so! don’t fall asleep and so I can look at our 
picture so closely that I’ve memorized everything about it 
down to the actual computer color code, or Pantone color as 
it’s known, of his eyes. 


They're so beautiful and to know I’m part of the reason that | 
make them sparkle, even just a little bit, brings tears to my 
own eyes. 


I’ve been crying so much lately and I’ve had enough. 


| get up out of bed and go to the shower. I’m going to clean 
myself up and then pack my things. 


And then I’m gone for good. 
| came in-between my dad and his best friend and it feels 
terrible, but nothing feels worse than this...this not having 


him. 


And I’ve endured it three long days and | can’t take it 
anymore. 


| can’t eat. | can’t sleep. | can’t do anything without him 
right now. 


| flip the handle and the water comes down from the 
showerhead. 


| slowly take off my clothes realizing how much extra room 
inside of them | suddenly have. | guess that’s what not 
eating does to you. 


But right now | just need to taste one thing and one thing 
only...his lips on mine. 


And | know that one thing from him will make it all better. 


CHAPTER 17 


Declan 


| go into the lobby and wait on my final appointment of the 
day. 

Nurse Nancy had to excuse herself early so here | am 
greeting my own patient before | provide treatment. I’m not 
sure if it’s a good thing, kind of an old school medical 
practice where the doctor and the patient have such a close 
connection right away. 


But something tells me it reeks of a lack of professionalism. 
It makes me look cut-rate, especially to a new patient. 


But the one thing | know for sure is how much nurse Nancy 
is a godsend. Without her my practice wouldn’t be 
anywhere near where it is today. 

But it’s another woman who’s on my mind. 

Bella. 


Without her why am I even here? 


Why do I work? Why do I make money? Why do I help 
people when I can’t even help myself? 


| need her back and after this appointment I’m going to go 
get her, no matter what. 


Suddenly there’s a knock on the door. 


When did acar drive up? Did acar drive up? 


Mr. Johnson, my five o’clock, is standing so close to the door 
| can’t even make out his face. 


Great...he’s probably planning on robbing me or something. 


Well, time to get this over with because as soon as | finish | 
can go and get my woman. 


But when I pull back the door | know immediately this isn’t a 
“Mr. Johnson.” 


“Brandon,” | say. 
“Declan,” he replies. 
A moment passes. 
“Mind if | come in?” 


“No, of course not,” | say and stand aside as he enters my 
office. 


“Please take a seat,” | say, but he doesn’t budge from the 
position where he’s standing. “If you’d like.” 


“I won’t be long,” he begins. “I just came to say | made a 
fool out of myself and I’m sorry. Ashamed actually, which is 
why l'Il be on my way very shortly.” 


| don’t say anything. 


“After watching the way Bella reacted to what happened | 
can see just how real this is. As a matter of fact | didn’t 


really watch how Bella reacted. It’s how she didn’t react that 
tells me all | need to know.” 


“| don’t understand,” | say. 


“It’s like she’s dead to the world...completely shut off. 
There’s no color in her skin and her eyes look flat. She’s so 
lethargic it looks like a chore for her just to come downstairs 
and get a glass of water. And a bite of food? Forget about 
it. She hasn’t eaten anything, at least that I’ve seen. Her 
clothes are already starting to fall off her,” he says. 


| get a visual of how Bella’s falling apart and feel my fists 
ball up, but | can’t hit Brandon. He’s her father and he was 
looking out for her, even at our expense. It wasn’t like he 
harmed her or meant her any harm, although those were the 
unintended consequences. 


“Is she okay?” | ask. “I mean enough where | can see her.” 


“I think you should. | know she would like that. And...I’m 
sorry for the way | reacted.” 


| nod. | don’t want to tell him it’s okay, because it’s not. 
“You were just looking out for her. You’re her father. It’s 
what dad’s do. Heck, it’s what your dad did for me and he 
wasn’t even my father. So if anything | think your strong 
paternal instincts just run in your family.” 


“Maybe you’re right. And I know you have strong protective 
instincts as well. And | know you’re going to take good care 
of her and you have my blessing now. I’m sorry it took mea 
few days to come around to see things as they should be.” 


| appreciate when someone admits they made a mistake, 
especially a man, and even more so one old enough to be 


set in his ways. 

| extend my hand. 

“You accept my apology?” 

“Of course. We're still best friends, right?” 

“Always,” he says and our two hand meet, but then for the 
first time in the history of our friendship we actually 
embrace. 

The only time I’ve ever hugged a man before is when the 
ones hug me after | do something that helps one of their 
loved ones at my office. I’ve never hugged a guy just 
because he was my friend. 

Maybe it’s because of how my life started out and my 
inability to fully trust and open up. | guess that’s what a 
psychologist might say. 

But his daughter was the one who showed me there was 
another side to me, and that side of me is on display right 
now. 

“I’m glad to hear that,” | say, pulling back. 


“All right then. Good luck,” he says as he turns to go. 


“Brandon,” | say causing him to turn back with his hand on 
the door and one foot out it, but he doesn’t say anything. 


“Are you headed back home?” 


“| don’t know where else I'd go.” 


“I'll be right behind you...in my car.” 

“Okay,” he says. 

“| wouldn’t want you to miss what I’ve got planned.” 

He nods. “Nor would I,” he says and then a smile creeps 
onto his face and | can’t hold back the one on mine as we 


push through the door and | quickly lock it behind me. 


Time to go get my woman for good. And when | say for 
good, | mean forever. 


CHAPTER 18 


Bella 


I’m out of the shower, dressed, and ready to start packing 
when I hear a knock on my door. 


| ignore it. 


The last thing | want to do is talk to my dad. He’s the one 
who started this whole mess in the first place. 


“Bella, | Know you're in there.” 


| just keep doing what I’m doing knowing he can hear me. | 
really don’t care. 


“There’s somebody downstairs that wants to talk to you.” 
“Unless it’s Declan, go away,” | Say. 


| grab some stuff from my dresser and shove it into a duffel 
bag | used as a kid for soccer practice. 


Then my dad knocks again. 
“| said go away,” | Say. 


“You said unless it’s Declan, to go away. | didn’t go away so 
what does that tell you?” 


| stop, with one hand stuffed inside my bag and the other 
holding the handle. 


| walk over to the door. “You're telling me Declan is 
downstairs?” | ask. 


“If you don’t believe me see for yourself.” 
“This better not be a trick,” | say. 


“I’m going back downstairs. You’re welcome to join us...or 
not.” 


| wait as I listen for the sound of my dad’s feet on the stairs, 
making sure he did indeed retreat down to the living room. 


When I’m sure he’s downstairs | open the door slowly, trying 
not to make a sound and make my way to the railing that 
overlooks the living room. 


He’s here! And my dad is there too. 
And the most important thing...they’re not fighting. 


| slowly make my way down the stairs, careful of what I’m 
walking into. But I’m optimistic too. | hope something has 
happened that’s started to mend the fence between them. 


The moment Declan sees me our eyes meet and | know he’s 
got good news for me. 


He stands and | move more quickly down the stairs and 
closer to him, still keeping an eye on my dad. 


“Declan has something he wants to tell you,” my dad says. 
Declan looks over at him and | feel the void of his eyes 
coming off me. “Ask you, that is. He has something he 
wants to ask you.” 


Declan’s eyes shoot right back over to me as he takes a step 
closer, and then...reaches into his pocket and removes a 
black box before taking a knee. 


| feel my whole body start shaking and my hands want to 
come up to my face, but Declan doesn’t let go of me. 


“Your name is Bella for a reason...because you’re the most 
beautiful girl in the world. My girl. And | want the entire 
world to know that. The connection we have is deep and 
real and what | want more than anything is for you to be by 
my side forever. And if you accept this ring, that’s exactly 
where you will be,” he says placing the ring at the tip of my 
finger. “Will you make this the best day of my life and say 
yes to my request to be my bride? Will you marry me?” 


For some reason my eyes come off Declan for a split second 
and go over to my father just in time to see a smile crack his 
lips. It’s not that | need his blessing to say yes, but there’s 
something about having it, even an unspoken one, that 
makes this moment perfect. My eyes go right back to 
Declan and | swear I can see into his soul. 


And deep down inside what makes him him is his love for 
me. And | carry that same love inside me too. And there’s 
nothing that would make me prouder than to have a token 
of our love on my finger every day so the whole world knows 
I’m his. 


“Yes,” | say. “Yes! Yes! Yes! Oh my god, yes!” 
Declan slides the ring on and it’s a perfect fit. 


Without thinking | throw myself at him, but like everything 
he seems to be ready for it, catching me in his arms and 


twisting me so I’m at his level. 


As he holds me in his arms horizontally we kiss and 
everything is perfect. 


Our kiss lasts for over a minute, but it seems like only a 
second, as it always does with him because he makes time 
fly. 

“Ready to go home?” he asks. 


| nod. 


“I told you I’d come and get you and bring you to me really 
soon.” 


“I was already packing,” | said. “That’s what | was doing 
when you arrived.” 


“You don’t need to pack,” he says. 
“What do you mean?” 


“All you need to bring is you. That’s all | ever wanted. Just 
you, my bella Bella.” 


He pulls me in close again and we kiss again. 
“Get a room, you two,” my dad jokes. 


“Don’t mind if we do,” Declan says as he stands up carrying 
me out of the threshold of my home and to his car. 


| know in a few minutes he'll do the same into his house as 
he carries me inside for the first time as his fiancée. 


And then we'll have a room all right. Lots of them. And soon 
we'll get started on filling them up with lots of beautiful 
babies full of laughter and love. 


Forever and always, for all the months of the year, with my 
Doctor Declan December. 


EPILOGUE 


Bella 


Two years later in May 
“Your wine, sir,” the room service attendant says to Declan. 
| roll over in bed and quickly scan the hotel’s brochure. 
The most exclusive Resort in Argentine Patagonia. 


Surrounded by the Cerro Lopez and Tronador mountain 
peaks and the Moreno and Nahuel Huapi lakes. 


The Hotel has a 15-hectare park, including the 18-hole golf 
course, the marina, beach, solarium, heated indoor and 
outdoor infinity edge swimming-pools, Spa and Healthclub 
with sauna, Fitness Center and other leisure activities. 


Handcrafted boards of solid Cypress and Pine-Hemlock wood 
were used for the floorings. The Hotel has two wings: 
Bustillo Wing and Lago Moreno wings. The first wing has 162 
rooms, 11 studios and 12 suites overlooking the Moreno and 
Nahuel Huapi lakes and the Cerro López mountain peak. 


The Lago Moreno wing has 43 deluxe studios and suites: 23 
Deluxe Moreno Lake Studios, 17 Deluxe Moreno Lake Suites, 
2 Deluxe Master Moreno Lake Suites, and 1 Deluxe Royal 
Moreno Lake Suite. 


Llao Llao has five restaurants. Guests can enjoy a wide 
variety of dishes, from International Cuisine to our top level 
traditional food, such as the popular "Llao Llao Tea" which is 
served overlooking the spectacular view of the Hotel 
gardens and the breathtaking Nahuel Huapi Lake. 


Then | look out the window of our suite. 
Yeah...the brochure is very accurate. 


We've just arrived for a week down here in Bariloche, 
Argentina. In a month from now and through October it will 
serve as one of the most dazzling ski resorts in all of the 
world. But right now it’s still only May, and the seasons are 
flipped from the northern hemisphere, so it feels like a 
wonderful fall day. 


And what a day to fall in love all over again, not that we 
were ever out of love. 


With our little daughter, Ella, about to celebrate turning a 
year old we wanted to run down for a quick vacation and 
give grandpa some time to bond with his one and only 
favorite grandchild. 


Declan wanted to take me last year, but once we found out | 
was pregnant that all changed. 


| managed to finish the spring semester, give birth to Ella, 
and start classes back up in the fall. 


Declan has cut back his hours at the office so he spends 
more time at home with Ella and we're able to do the dual 
parenting thing, which we both enjoy so much. Plus it frees 
up so much more time for me to study, which is great. And 


whenever | have a question of any kind the ultimate 
resource is just a room away...playing with our little girl. 


How much more perfect could life be? 

It couldn’t...until we have our next one, but we're still 
enjoying our time with little Ella first. We want to devote all 
our time and attention to her until she turned one, then we 
can think about having another one so that they can be two 
years apart. That sounds about right in my book, and 
Declan’s too. One a year is too much. | don’t want to be 
pregnant all the time...just most of the time. 


“Cheers,” Declan says handing me a wine glass full of one of 
Argentina’s famous Malbecs. 


“Cheers,” | say. 
We clink our glasses together and Declan unties the loose 
Knot in his robe allowing it to slip to the floor...allowing him 


to slip back in bed with me entirely unclothed. 


The fruity flavors of blackberry, plum, and black cherry slide 
across my tongue as his hand slides across my back. 


“How’s the wine?” he asks. 

“Incredible, just like you,” | say. 

“Just like you,” he replies. 

“And | like the color.” 

“You know,” he begins. “They have a saying down here.” 


“Oh yeah? What’s that?” 


“To please a woman so good she hears colors.” 
“Oh, | like the sound of that.” 
“You mean the sight of that?” he jokes. 


“Well, you'll always be my white knight even though Declan 
starts with d, just like dark.” 


“Light and dark. I’m working on my balance,” he says. 


“I think you’ve got this whole balance thing pretty well 
worked out. You’re the light in our family and if anyone gets 
in our way your dark side comes out real quick...and they 
never think of crossing you, or us, again.” 


“Well, | think the real light in our family is my two girls.” 


“Awww,” | say holding my wine glass to the side and 
puckering up and he doesn’t make me wait, mixing his 
masculine taste with that fruity Malbec. 


“And I’m your tall glass of milk too, right?” 


“Well, this wine sure does taste delicious, but I’d always 
prefer to get drunk on your kisses,” | Say. 


“I’m sure we can get intoxicated on both,” he says, setting 
his wine glass on the end table and then taking mine and 
doing the same. 


We roll over facing each other, looking into each other’s 
eyes as we get lost in a sea of fluffy blankets on our king 
sized bed with a magical view of a Patagonia mountain just 
starting to become capped in snow at the peaks. 


And | know in a few years Declan will get some white of his 
own on the top of his head, but just like that mountain, and 
this wine, he'll only get better with age. 


And because of that our family will get better with age...and 
that’s because it will give us more time for adventures and 
more time to grow. Grow into the home we’ve built and to 
start taking vacations together once Ella, and her future 
brothers and sisters, are old enough. 


“You ready to hear some colors,” he says as his kisses move 
down my neck and then my torso towards a fruit of my 
own...my peach. 


“Oh, I’m ready,” | say preparing to feel his magical “tornado 
tongue” in-between my legs. 


But it’s the things he makes me feel in-between my ears and 
in my heart that will always matter most. 


“Good, because | know that wine won't be able to hold a 
candle to your sweetness,” he says. 


| let my head melt into the pillow and | close my eyes, but | 
don’t see colors, but | do see stars. 


| see the star of my dreams when my head is up in the 
clouds and | see stars from the way his tongue is moving 
already. 

“Seeing any colors?” he asks. 


“Just one so far.” 


“Which one?” he says in-between licks. 


“Red...the color of my heart, my life, my love.” 


He looks up at me from between my legs and then his big 
body slides back up in line with mine before he comes in 
from behind me, spooning me as we both look out the 
window. 


Declan’s tongue is truly magical, but what’s even more 
incredible is his ability to read me. As much as | wanted to 
“see colors” right now | just want to be held by him and feel 
this moment. 


To count my lucky stars before he shows them to me ina 
different way. 


“It's so beautiful out there in those mountains, isn’t it.” 


“It is beautiful, but it could never compare to the girl whose 
name means beautiful, Bella.” 


| roll my neck back and his lips meet mine as he holds my 
kiss with a panoramic view of Patagonia just out the window. 


But the only thing I can see right now is red...the color of my 
heart, my love, my life. 


Him. 


“I love you,” he says as his lips separate just a fraction of an 
inch from mine. 


“I love you,” | say softly. 


And then our kiss resumes, so long that | lose track of time 
and fall asleep with his mouth on mine as he holds me in his 


arms. 


Just where | belong...forever. 


EXTEN DED EPILOGUE 


Declan 

Ten more years later 
“And then I was running after my puppy named Rusty. And 
then I tripped. And then I got this boo-boo,” the little girl 
named Jennifer says as she points to her knee. 
“Oh no!” Bella says, raising her palms to her face. 
“Uh huh,” the little girl says as she nods. 
| look at the sheet her parent’s filled out and see that she’s 
five-years-old. It makes sense that Bella is so good with 
kids, considering we have three, so far, of our own. 
“Can | take a look?” Bella asks. 
“Yes, Doctor December,” she says. 
It makes me so proud to hear people call her that. Doctor 
December. It’s the same thing they call me, because of 
course we Share the same last name, and after eleven years 
she’s a doctor now too. 


“Whoa! ” 


“Yeah, it hurts,” Jennifer says. 


“I’m going to make it all better but first | need to make it 
hurt just a little, okay?” 


The girl nods. 


“Okay. This will sting a bit but l'Il be quick, and then you 
can pick out a bandage, okay?” 


Jennifer nods again. 


Bella dabs a cotton ball onto the top of a bottle of alcohol 
and rubs it on the girl’s cut. 


| watch as she grits her teeth and tries her hardest not to 
cry. And she doesn’t. Little kids are so tough, especially 
some of these little girls we see. It makes me proud to know 
my kids display the same resiliency. 


“Okay, great job!” Bella says and high fives Jennifer. “Now, 
let’s see which ones we have to choose from.” 


Bella opens a plastic box which has a bunch of different 
bandages, but before she even has a chance to dig through 
them to show Jennifer what choices are available her hand is 
in there like it’s a cookie jar ten minutes before dinner time, 
grabbing the Aladdin one. 

“Can | have this one?” 

“You sure can. Want me to put it on?” 


“I can do it,” she says. 


| just shake my head. These darn resilient little girls. | love 
these little tigers. 


Jennifer gets all fixed up and on her way. 
“Five o’clock already,” | say looking at the clock. 
“Today flew by,” Bella says. 


“It sure did. Wonder how your dad is holding up with the 
kids.” 


“Well, he’s got them for a couple more days and | think 
today was their zoo day. | bet they were a handful today.” 


“Speaking of a handful,” | say as | put my hands on her 
breasts and lean in for a kiss. 


“Doctor December, are you trying to...examine me?” she 
says. 


“Is this against doctor patient relations?” 
“I’m not sure how that works when both parties are doctors.” 


“Hmmm,” | say. “Neither do I.” 


| grab her by the hips and set her up on the examination 
table as our mouths devour each other’s. 


We've been together twelve years now and | still can’t get 
enough of her. 


And right now we’re both about to get the doctor fantasy. 
That’s the way it works when you marry your perfect 


partner...your equal...and make her your own and she does 
the same to you. 


There’s no better fit in the world for either of us than the 
other. 


Doctor December and Doctor December...together forever 
and ever. 


| may have been found in December, but I really found 
myself when | found her. 


And now we share the same last name and a beautiful home 
full of kids. 


Kids that we “doctor up” when they fall. 


Kids that make our hearts beat so loud and proud you’d 
never need a stethoscope to hear them. 


And that’s exactly what life, and being a doctor, is all about. 
Keeping the human body running so we can spend as much 
quality time as we can with the ones we love. 


Lucky for me I’ve got the perfect family to love always. 


My beautiful family and it all starts with my beautiful Bella. 
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